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very comfort that your heart will please— 
asier housekeeping and fewer fees, 
legance, economy, order, ease— 
lectricity will give you these, 
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wilt, bright fires at morn or night 
mokeless heating and soothing light, 
inging hearts that are glad and bright, 
aying : “ The world is just all right." 
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eller tempers and brighter days, 

athed in soft electric rays ; 

eaming with joy, the wise man says: 
elieve it or not— " Electricity. pays." 
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WAS IT WORTH WHILE? 


E coming of Easter brings into the mind memories of great 

heroie men, of valiant women, of splendid deeds, of glorious 

days, of valour and chivalry and sacrifice; but through every one 
of those memories of the past seventeen years comes, like the 
cut of а lash, the question: Was it worth while? And in moments of 
depression one is inclined to answer that it was not. 

Thoughts come to us of the proud days from 1913 onwards, when 
we felt, as we marched along the roads or stood upon the parade 
grounds of the Irish Volunteers in the midst of men who were directed 
and inspired by an exalting purpose, that it was good to be alives 
that an older generation had every reason to envy us and that the 
wonderful fruition of the hopes and dreams and sorrow and tragedy 
of hundreds of years was near at hand, The nights in the crowded 
halls of Dublin City and of every big town in Ireland when Pearse or 
MeDermott or some of the others electrified their audiences with an 
eloquence that was new to public platforms—an eloquence as restrained 
as it was sincere, as tense as it was simple, as inspiring as anything 
that has ever been spoken in the long history of nations “ rightly 
struggling to be free," What wonderful hopes we held then in our 
hearts; what roseate pictures of the coming days when a determined, 
disciplined, united Nation would drive out the foreign enemy and set 
about the building up of an Ireland that would be the glory of the 
world. 

Then 1916 itself, with its joy and its tragedy, its glowing hopes, its 
seeming defeat, its triumph of idealism over materialism, its glorious 
bravery that made the vaunted British Empire a laughing-stock for 
the world. And after Easter Week the best of our people lifted high 
on a wave of national exaltation, the knitting together of all the 
militant forces, of all who believed or said they believed in the 
complete separation of Ireland from England; our victories at the 
polls, our scorn for English jails, for all the petty worn-out plans of 
the English institutions, working openly and under cover in this 
country; our invincible spirit of daring and determination, the stubborn 
defiance of our people in the face of pillage and torture and murder 
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and persecution of every kind. All wonderful, all splendid, all inspir- 
ing, all leading up to—Ah! the lash comes down and hits us across the 
face! All leading up to betrayal, to broken faith, to a shameful 
surrender, to an acceptance of English terms, to the subversion of the 
proud, free Trish institutions, built up out of the blood and tears of 
dead men who had fought for freedom. Then usurpation, an armed 
attack by native traitors on all who had refused the bribe, another 
gallant resistance that was all the more wonderful because of the 
war-weariness, the disillusionment, the natural disinclination to strike 
a brother even in self-defence, the faith in the old idea—the true 
idea—of Irish Independence that never wavered among the best of 
our people until the best known of those who had led them broke away 
from it, turned their backs upon the Irish institution—the Government 
of the Republic of Ireland, to which they had asked the people to rally 
when it was attacked by England's usurpers—and, finally, their 
declaration of willingness to enter the English-made institution of the 
usurpers if only the door be opened for them! 

That is the bitterest thought in the minds of Irish Republicans 
to-day, but beyond it and above it shines the glory of an Easter of 
seventeen years ago, of an Easter fire that was lighted then and that 
will never be quenched while there are unselfish hearts in Ireland, 
The opportunist, the compromiser, the wily politician may succeed for 
a time, may persuade himself and the people who support him that he 
is following in the footsteps of men who died rather than make 
compromise with wrong, but his day will come to an end and the 
ever-young and generous heart of the Ireland of Tone and Mitchel 
and Pearse and MeSwiney and Brugha and Mellows—the uny 
unflinching heart—will fill again with the clean, pure desi r 
freedom, for an Ireland undivided and unfettered, and the elash will 
come again. It is always worth while—it will always be worth while. 


ROSSA. 


RIEVE not for him; speak not a word of sorrow: 
G Although his eyes saw not his country's glory, 
The service of his day shall make our morrow; 
His name shall be a watchword in our story. 


Him England for his love of Ireland hates; 
This flesh we bury England’s chains have bitten; 
That is enough: for our deed now he waits; 
With Emmet’s let his epitaph be written, 
1915, THOMAS MacDONAGH. 


@ 


THE VOICE OF PEARSE 


H: who builds on lies rears only lies. The untruth that 


nationality is corporeal, a thing defined by statutes and 

guaranteed by mutual interests, is at the base of the untruth 
that freedom, which is the condition of a hale nationality, is a status 
to be conceded rather than a glory to be achieved; and of the other 
untruth that it can ever be lawful in the interest of empire, in the 
interest of wealth, in the interest of quiet living, to forego the right to 
freedom. The contrary is the truth. Freedom, being a spiritual 
necessity, transcends all corporal necessities, and when freedom is 
being considered interests should not be spoken of. Or, if the terms 
of the counting-house be the ones that are best understood, let us put 
it that it is the highest interest of a nation to be free, 

Like a divine religion, national freedom bears the marks of unity, 
of sanctity, of catholicity, of apostolic succession. Of unity, for it 
contemplates the nation as one; of sanctity, for it is holy in itself and 
in those who serve it; of catholicity, for it embraces all the men and 
women of the nation; of apostolic succession, for it, or the aspiration 
after it, passes down from generation to generation from the nation’s 
fathers. A nation's fundamental idea of freedom is not affected by 
the accidents of time and circumstance, It does not vary with the 
centuries, or with the comings and goings of men or of empires. The 
substance of truth does not change, nor does the substance of freedom. 
Yesterday's definition of both the one and the other is to-day’s 
definition and will be to-morrow's. As the body of truth which a true 
church teaches can neither be increased nor diminished—though truths 
implicit in the first definition may be made explicit in later definitions 
--50 a true definition of freedom remains constant; it cannot be added 
to or subtracted from or varied in its essentials, though things implicit 
ia it may be made explicit by a later definition. If the definition ean 
be varied in its essentials, or added to or subtracted from, it was not 
a true definition in the first instance. 

To be conerete, if we to-day are fighting for something either 
greater than or less than the things our fathers fought for, either our 
fathers did not fight for freedom at all, or we are not fighting for 
freedom. If I do not hold the faith of Tone, and if Tone was not a 
heretic, then I am. If Tone said, “break the connection with Eng- 
lend,” and if I say “ maintain the connection with England,” I may be 
preaching a saner (as I am certainly preaching a safer) gospel than 
his, but I am, obviously, not preaching the same gospel. 
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Now, what Tone taught, and the fathers of our national faith 
before and after Tone, is ascertainable. It stands recorded. It has 
fullness, it has clarity, the sufficiency and definiteness of dogma, It 
lives in great and memorable phrases, a grandiose national faith, 
‘They, too, have left us their Credo, 

The Irish mind is the clearest mind that has ever applied itself to 
the consideration of nationality and of national freedom. A chance 
phrase of Keating’s might almost stand as a definition. He spoke of 
Treland as “domhan beag innti fein,” a little world in herself. It 
was characteristic of Irish-speaking men that when they thought of 
the Irish nation they thought less of its outer forms and pomps than 
of the inner thing which was its soul, They recognised that the Irish 
life was the thing that mattered, and that, the Irish life dead, the 
Trish nation was dead. But they recognised that freedom was the 
essential condition of a vigorous Irish life, And for freedom they 
raised their ranns; for freedom they stood in battle through five bloody 
centuries, 

Irish nationality is an ancient spiritual tradition, one of the oldest 
and most august traditions in the world. Politically, Ireland’s claim 
has been for freedom in order to realise the full and perpetual life 
of that tradition, The generations of Ireland have gone into battle for 
no other thing. To the Irish mind, for more than a thousand years, 
freedom has had but one definition. It has meant not a limited 
freedom, a freedom conditioned by the interests of another nation, a 
freedom compatible with the suzerain authority of a foreign Parlia- 
ment, but absolute freedom, the sovereign control of Irish destinies, 
Tt has meant not the freedom of a class, but the freedom of a people. 
It has meant not the freedom of a geographical fragment of Ireland, 
but the freedom of all Ireland, of every sod of Ireland, 

And the freedom thus defined has seemed to the Irish the most 
desirable of all earthly things. They have valued it more than land, 
more than wealth, more than ease, more than empire. 

“Fearr bheith i mbarraibh fuairbheann 
I bhfeitheamh shuainghearr ghrinnmhear, 
Ag seilg troda ar fheinn eachtrann 
Ga bhfuil fearann bhur sinnsear,” 
said Angus Mac Daighre O'Daly. “Better to be on the tops of the 
cold bens keeping watch, short of sleep, yet gladsome, urging fight 
against the foreign soldiery, that hold your fathers’ land,” And 
Fearflatha O Gnive spoke for the generations that preferred exile to 
slavery: 
“Ma thug an deonughadh dhi 
Sacsa nua darbh’ ainm Eire 
Bheith re a linn-si i laimh biodhbhadh, 
Do'n inse is cair ceileabhradh.” 
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“Tf Thou hast consented (0 God) that there be a new England named 
Ireland, to be ever in the grip of a foe, then to this isle we must bid 
farewell.” 

I make the contention that the national demand of Ireland is fixed 
and determined; that that demand has been made by every generation; 
that we of this generation receive it as a trust from our fathers; that 
we are bound by it; that we have not the right to alter it or to abate 
it by one jot or tittle; that any undertaking made in the name of 
Treland to accept in full satisfaction of Ireland’s claim anything less 
than the generations of Ireland have stood for is null and void, binding 
on Ireland neither by the law of God nor by the law of nations, 


HOPE 


HE path lies upward still—upward and on, 
And swerves not to the left nor to the right; 
The air is clear and pure upon the height, 

Like breath of dawn, 


The voice that led us from the depths below 
Rings loud and clear, and is no longer far; 
And bright, unshrouded, gleams aloft our Star, 

With burning glow, 


Then let who fear to climb, smooth by-paths tread, 
That twist and curve around each rocky peak; 
They see not that the paths of ease they seek, 

But downward lead— 


Down to the reeking murk we left behind, 
Where babel's din and wild confusion reign, 
Where faintly sounds the Voice with clamour vain, 
And Truth is blind; 


Where mists obscure the height of Liberty, 
Blot out the Star that guides us on our way; 
Where fitful gleams mislead, and die away 

Despairingly. 


Then courage! on! the path lies upward still, 
The Star is clear, the Voice calls through the night; 
"Tis but a little way—and waits the light 

Beyond the hill. 


EIBHLIN DE PAOR. 


An Deana Daogatt 


AirTmú é peo ċior ap airte OO 
үсүїобй Смао ac MacSubne 


ARA bruit vilis аё beagán, vá tagean é 4 mburóean, 

"sea 15 buame ba ċeanc 0010 а beit. Seasaro an son 

cine an Dume паб pérom a tosamc ward, nU leta 
Do'n bponthén an Ceart San DO CUR AR neatinid ná оо ёоћаёс 
‘an bit é то loc. Па vaome a éosnann é, Vemeann cioninarğ 
ta0 а Бб вата, nó 4 Cum Cun báis, nó 4 brc ; аб an 
ceart pém, ni pérom é vo hardú. Nil aon Abad муе le сот- 
ace па sluaigce nd Le pósamc па mbámo, сё gur mol na bámo 
rscotinurde 6 asus 50 n-sotiiogard па sluaiġte ва Deme б. 15 
péro Le h-aon Dume afüm an ceart san DO Sasa, asus б 
nár teip ап oume sm алай! aim, nior éag an ceart mam, Nilmio 
^£ riù, уо venn, go taib Cine có Deal ктай agus gan a bert 
aici aè aon ћас vilis AÁám, TM бего sí man sm Coiée. Ni 
Gun géitleaŭ anois a pişa beo sinn сай éis па gcéaota blian. 
46 an CROTO рет AR son na saomse, agus an tsli 50 nsLaovann 
an tsaomse Cun an anama iscrs, agus An şûba acá agamn le 
NEART SpIORAIO avd CÓ Ano agus CÓ álumn 1015 an saomse рет, 
agus An pios SO bpuilmio as облік ar son DRÁrEReaCAIS An 
ème Daonna má bammio an csaomse атас go h-uasal—ni 
peictear bri an ruva san ҳо Lém, 50 OTuIgTeaR so scumean sé 
‘o'fiacard on gat émme bert vilis, cuma cao a Déanpard an 
ortho. 15 crom ап cúram acá am Dune gur ab é a dualgas 
seasam 1 n-agaró an fom hóm. AÈ seaspard sé, man cá colu 
Age 50 Ocabanpard a buaró saibreas nios Aitne 0010 ná mar 15 
eol 10010 póm, Скоторто sé am son an cuspóra san 1 ngan pros 
Do'n csaoğal, cé gur beag Am tsuim а CUIRCeAR ann, 4505 05 
Соћат an tsdogail, сё ná curgeeas é. Troroprò sé 1 nearcean- 
arb (510, san misneaé a caitleathame, agus rn-Arceanaid uaiste, 
gan seans д Lorine ward. NÍ cumtear ruag am, nd Бабе, 
nd ceann pé, agus bionn sé ag wm mısnıë 1 mburdean Deas А 
CÁmoele neart a ®бём\в. Agus má turceann an окодт beag 
San sa brurgean, caisbeánann an uam "emeannaé ualsleacc 
anéuspóma, Nuan a Cuicprü Siam, máscló&arb siam a n-aisling 
péin 1 manam a Urine, gus vo-Cíteam 50 RA an CEART A5 
AN с-@ 00 $RÍOSUIŠ asus VO neancurs 140, 50 Rath an ceanc arse 
seaċas 4 me go lém, agus é cam éis seasam "na aonar та 
50010. Nuan a Eurceann sé, slanwgeain sé a бте péin 
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THE САР OF DANGER’ 
By TERENCE MacSWINEY, in “ Principles of Freedom.” 


F only a few are faithful found they must be more p3 
[ steadfast for being but a few. They stand for an in- ©? 

dividual right that is inalienable. A majority has no 6 
right to annul it, and по power to destroy it. Tyrannies U? 
may persecute, slay, or banish those who defend it; the @ 
thingitselfisindestructible. It does notneed legionsto protect 
it nor genius to proclaim it, though the poets have always 
glorified it, and the legions will ultimately acknowledge it. 
One man alone may vindicate it, and because that one man 
has never failed it has never died, Not, indeed, that 
Treland has ever been reduced to a single loyal son. She 
never will be. We have not survived the centuries to be 
conquered now. But the profound significance of the 
struggle, of its deep spiritual appeal, of the imperative 
need for a motive force as lofty and beautiful, of the 
consciousness that worthy winning of freedom is a labour 
for human brotherhood; the significance of it all is seen in 
the obligation it imposes on everyone to be true, the 
majority notwithstanding, He is called to a grave charge 
who is called to resist the majority. But he will resist, 
knowing his victory will lead them to a dearer dream than 
they have ever known. He will fight for that ideal in 
obscurity, little heeded—in the open, misunderstood; in 
humble places, still undaunted; in high places, seizing every 
vantage point, never crushed, never silent, never despair- 
ing, cheering a few comrades with hope for the morrow. 
And should these few sink in the struggle the greatness 
of the ideal is proven in the last hour; as they fall their 
ccuntry awakens to their dream and he who inspired and 
sustained them is justified; justified against the whole race, 
he who once stood alone against them. In the hour he 
falls he is the saviour of his race, 


EMSS SE E SES 


D 


С 


* An Irish translation of this extract is given on the page opposite. 
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THE VOLUNTEER SPIRIT 


By THOMAS MACDONAGH, 
(1915). 

OST Irishmen have grown up with the feeling, whether vague 
M or clear, that the most noble thing for them in life, after the 

service of their God, would be battle for Ireland. Even those 
who have done little or nothing to arm themselves and their country- 
men for battle have known that feeling strongly. It is not merely 
the love of country felt by the fatter nations, the love of the 
traditional ways of thought and of life familiar to them, the love 
that brings home-sickness to the heart with the fear of exile or of 
death, It is not merely the love of the sod of Ireland, the love of 
nature here, It is not merely the love of liberty, of the rights of 
man. It is not merely hatred of the age-long oppression suffered 
by our race, It springs not merely from economic grievance, or from 
grievance against the administration of alien law, or even against 
the denial of native law. It is the knowledge that there lives in this 
country, in this race, a holy cause that will be served and served in 
blood, and served still though it be betrayed by every man and woman 
of us but one, While the fire of this cause burns in one Irish heart, 
the nation lives. It is our doom and our dower, Failure in its service 
has brought upon us the calamities of our history, Adventure in its 
service has won glorious reward unsought, and has always forbidden 
the end. It is not governed by material advantage. Those who make 
the great journeys guide their course by the stars. 

With this service ever moving them or troubling them, the Irish- 
men of this generation have grown up. Most of them have anxiously 
prayed that when their destined duty arrives their eyes may be made 
clear that they may know it, and their hands made cunning, that by 
some wild luck they may be skilled to serve it, Many have been 
confident that they will know, it, and so have got themselves ready 
for it. Some have gone to meet it, prepared to bring it. 

Until November, 1913, it was possible for Irishmen to feel vaguely 
this sense of duty and of destined service, to be taken or refused. 
Since then this much at least is clear, that all who are to take the 
service of this country must prepare themselves for that service. 
Those who before that time had talked of doing what the heroes of 
the Nation had done, those who had written essays or poems or plays, 
those who had made speeches in honour of Eoghan Ruadh О Néill, 
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or of Tone or Emmet or Rossa, all then found that, like the poet of 
Plato, they had uttered great and wise things which they themselves 
did not understand, They recognised that in them, with their reason 
and their calculation, there was another thing that looked through 
their eyes and beat with their hearts and spoke through their lips, 
and they knew that that: other thing was the master of all their acts, 
That other thing told them that ease was to them a temptation of the 
devil, that the service of Ireland, to be a holy service, must be an 
arduous service, It told them that they must mistrust everything 
that came to them with rewards and promises of rewards. It told 
them that to seek fame in duty was a sin to Treland, and a desire 
doomed to frustration, The duty, then, was clear, and all to whom 
the heritage of Nationality is given were gloriously glad. 


A THOUGHT FROM THOMAS DAVIS 


“ М are ever valued most for peculiar and original qualities, A 


man who can only talk commonplace, and act according to 

routine, has little weight. To speak, look, and do what your 
own soul from its depths orders you are credentials of greatness 
which all men understand and acknowledge. Such a man's dictum 
has more influence than the reasoning of an imitative or common- 
place man. Не fills his circle with confidence, He is self-possessed, 
firm, accurate, and daring. Such men are the pioneers of civilisation 
and the rulers of the human heart, 

“Why should not nations be judged thus? Is not a full indulgence 
of its natural tendencies essential to а! people's greatness? ... . 

“The language which grows up with a people is conformed to 
their organs, descriptive of their climate, constitution, and manners, 
mingled inseparably with their history and ther soil, fitted beyond 
any other language to express their prevalent thoughts in the most 
natural and efficient way. 

“To impose another language on such a people is to send their 
history adrift among the accidents of translation—'tis to team their 
identity from all places—'tis to substitute arbitrary signs for pic- 
turesque and suggestive names—'tis to cut off the entail of feeling, 
and separate the people from their forefathers by a deep gulf—'tis 
to corrupt their very organs, and abridge their power of expression. 

“The language of a nation’s youth is the only easy and full speech 
for its manhood and for its age. And when the language of its 
cradle goes, itself craves a tomb... . 

“A people without a language of its own is only half a nation. 
A nation should guard its language more than its territories—'tis a 
surer barrier, and more important frontier, than fortress or river.” 
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THE BODENSTOWN GRAVE 


H, softly does the wild wind sigh 
А” In Gaelic there, 
And ШТ round that valley lie 
In fragrance rare; 
Above the mound where rests the brave 
Who held his own, 
Who never stooped to king or knave, 
The gallant Tone! 


And kindly у the sky above, 
Soft blue and grey, 

Keep wateh and ward with gentle love 

ughout the day; 

Where oft the ш kneels with pride 
Above the spo 

For ne'er more eint soldier died 
Or shared the lot 


Of those who for our Ireland wrought. 
In darkest days; 

ore WP Mss in the struggle fought 

the ways 
mat E eis hearts alone dare go 
ое to tame, 

"si for their country strike the blow 

Of noble aim. 


Full fertile was the seed he sowed 
Through furrows deep; 
Through Freedom's pastures where he rode 
With death to reap; 
And glorious was the life he vowed 
His land to free— 
A hallowed flag his only shroud 
Incessantly! 


Oh, proudly do the four winds eroor 
"The praise of Tone, 

And sing that in his Eire soon 
The red seed sown 

Ere long a harvest fully be 
To those who own 

His faith and scorn to bend the knee 
To England’s throne! 


LILIAN M. NALLY. 
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THE MIND OF TONE 
By TOMAS MAGUIDHIR. 


URING the long, bitter, unceasing struggle, extending over 750 
D years, that this country has had with England, many great men 

have been produced—men whose mighty deeds in the interests 
of their motherland have been an inspiration to those who succeeded 
them to keep alive the torch of nationality for which they strove and 
fought and died, But foremost of all these great ones we put Tone, 
for not alone did he work and strive and suffer in the sacred cause 
of Irish nationality, but for the first time in the history of our country 
he made clear to the world, and to us who were to come after him, 
what our demand was, and the means by which we could obtain it. 
Others who had gone before Tone, obeying the strong call of the 
motherland, felt within themselves what he put into words and left to 
us to be the guiding principles of our national faith, Padraig Pearse, 
of glorious memory—himself the most profound political thinker of 
our day, and perhaps the greatest student and disciple of Tone—said 
that in mind Tone was above all the men of his time or of the after- 
time, It is that great and mature mind of Tone that expressed the 
truth that is as unassailable to-day as when uttered by him, that 
“Treland would never be either free, happy, or prosperous until she 
would be independent, and that independence was unattainable while 
the connection with England lasted.” “ То break the connection with 
England, the never-failing source of all our political evils, and to 
assert the independence of my country, these were my objects. To 
unite the whole people of Ireland, to abolish the memory of past 
dissensions, and to substitute the common name of Irishman instead 
ol the denominations of Protestant, Catholic, and Dissenter, these 
were my means.” Tone here expresses the full gospel of Irish 
nationality, the gospel that all parties in this country who claim to be 
Nationalists would like to have us believe is the one to which they 
give allegiance. With Tone we recognise that without unity we cannot 
achieve our objective, but unity can only be had through recognition 
of the sovereign authority of the Irish people and denial of England’s 
claims here. 

In Tone's day there was a parliament in this country which legislated 
for the whole of Ireland, but which was symbolic of the connection 
with England. Tone and the United Irishmen rose in arms to subvert 
this parliament and to break the connection with England. That Tone 
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was wiser in this than all those who since his time have used British 
parliamentary institutions as а means of securing from Britain any 
amelioration of the wrongs that the people of this country suffer at 
her hands is proved by the absolute failure of those leaders, and the 
riveting still more firmly of the chains that bind this country. Grattan, 
a pathetic figure in the parliament house in College Green, realised 
when it was too late that the Volunteers, had they not been disarmed, 
would have been his greatest bulwark against the onslaughts of those 
whom England had bribed to vote away his parliament, such as it was. 
‘After Grattan, the next to turn the minds of the mass of the people of 
Ireland to a British parliament was O'Connell. While Coercion Acts 
were passed, the people imprisoned, or shot down in tithe wars, 
as at Skibbereen, O'Connell spent his time in parliament as the 
tail of an English party, only to state when dying, broken- 
hearted, that Ireland was not worth one drop of Irish blood, 
After O'Connell, the next person worthy of mention was 
Parnell, and, although the English failed to corrupt him in the 
same way, they encompassed his ruin by other means. After Parnell, 
we had Redmond, When Redmond entered that parliament first he 
was not as corrupt as he became at a later day, but when England 
was engaged in a life-and-death struggle he came recruiting among 
the people of this country, asking Irishmen to go out and fight 
England's battles, as a result of which the bones of thousands of 
Irishmen were left rotting on the fields of Flanders, After Redmond 
we have the promises of those who told the Irish people in 1918, and 
again in 1921, that they would not tolerate interference by any outside 
power, but who later took an oath of allegiance to that outside power. 
So corrupt did they become that to-day the barracks of Ireland bear 
testimony to their corruption and their perfidy, and the divisions, the 
splits, the jealousies make it more difficult for those who are striving 
to get back again on to the path that Tone would have them tread. 

If then, as history proves, the apostolic succession of the faith of 
Tone has descended to us who remain true to our allegiance to the 
Republic, we must at all times prove ourselves worthy disciples. We 
must all immediately set about learning more about our great apostle, 
and model ourselves on him, He saw clearly the path that led to the 
goal of Irish freedom, and, having seen it, held on to his course, 
despite all obstacles, mighty though they were. And though he had 
temporary failures sufficient to daunt a spirit less brave, he did not 
{шт aside from the road that led upward to freedom to wander in 
ways that would lead him to what has been the political hell of the 
damned of so many Irish Nationalists. Those who are prone to be 
despondent; those who smile cynically in a superior way at the small 
band who to-day stand out in the open to preach the gospel of Tone 
should bear in mind that Tone's methods triumphed before in Ireland, 
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and that, though the tide may be running against us at present, the 
tide does not run one way always, They should remember the words 
of Pearse, who was a perfect example of what the true Christian 
should be, that God fights with the small battalions, and remember, 
too, that a time comes to our people when they can see with clear 
minds the road to take, and that, given the right lead, they have 
always the heart to follow that road. May the dawn that is to break 
that light on our beloved nation be at hand, and may we be strong and 
brave to take that road! 


The Ideal of the Noblest 


“Tt is not the will of the majority which ultimately prevails; that 
which ultimately prevails is the ideal of the noblest in each 
generation.” 

N these words James Connolly laid the bogey of the Will of the 
| People which is ever being raised against Republicanism in 

Ireland. “What ultimately prevails is the will of the noblest.” 
The noblest in Tone's generation were the United Irishmen; their 
ideal was an Irish Republic. The noblest in Mitchel’s generation 
were the Young Ireland revolutionaries; their ideal was an Irish 
Republic. The noblest in the next generation were the Fenians; 
their ideal was an Irish Republic, History has verified the truth of 
Connolly's statement in the case of each of these generations. 
History has verified the truth in the case of Connolly’s own 
generation, The noblest, then, were the revolutionaries whose ideal 
was an Irish Republic, 

In every one of these four generations the elected representatives 
| of the Irish people, accepting the enemy's institutions and giving 
allegiance to them, did not voice the aspirations of the Irish people. 
Grattan’s Parliament did not voice it for Tone's generation; Daniel 
O'Connell did not voice it for Mitchel’s generation; Isaac Butt did 
not voice it for the Fenian generation; Redmond did not voice it for 
Connolly's generation. Thus, in four generations, the real Will of 
the People was not expressed by the elected deputies of the people; 
it was expressed by “the minority of the noblest,” by the revolu- 
tionaries, whose ideal was unchanging in each generation, and whose 
methods were the methods of the sword, 

As in 98, as in '48, as in '67, as in 1916, so to-day. Those who sit 
in the two usurping Parliaments in Ireland—let them call themselves 
what they will—they do not voice the aspirations of the Irish people. 
Their ideal is no longer the ideal of the “ noblest in every generation." 
Their methods are not the methods of Ireland’s soldiers. Let them 
protest what they will, they cannot—even if they wish—bring Ireland 
freedom by their poliey—Seachranuidhe. 
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O'DONOVAN ROSSA 


By PADRAIG PEARSE. 


‘DONOVAN ROSSA was not the greatest man of the Fenian 
O generation, but he was its most typical man. He was the 

man that to the masses of his countrymen then and since 
stood most starkly and plainly for the Fenian idea. More lovable 
and understandable than the cold and enigmatical Stephens, better 
known than the shy and sensitive Kickham, more human than the 
scholarly and chivalrous O'Leary, more picturesque than the able 
and urbane Luby, Rossa held a unique place in the hearts of Irish 
men and Irish women. They made songs about him, his very name 
passed into a proverb, To avow oneself a friend of O’Donovan Rossa 
meant in the days of our fathers to avow oneself a friend of Ireland. 
It meant more: it meant to avow oneself a “mere” Irishman, an 
Irish “enemy,” an Irish ^ savage,” if you will, naked and unashamed. 
Rossa was not only “extreme,” but he represented the left wing of 
the “extremists.” Not only would he have Ireland free, but he 
would have Ireland Gaelic. 

And here we have the secret of Rossa's magic, of Rossa's power, 
He came out of the Gaelic tradition. He was of the Gael. He 
thought in a Gaelic way. He spoke in Gaelic accents, He was the 
spiritual and intellectual descendant of Colm Cille and of Seán an 
Díomais. With Colm Cille he might have said: “If I die it shall 
be from the love I bear the Gael" With Shane O'Neill he held it 
debasing to “twist his mouth with English.” To him the Gael and 
the Gaelic ways were splendid and holy, worthy of all homage and 
all service; for the English he had a hatred that was tinetured with 
contempt. He looked upon them as an inferior race, morally and 
intellectually; he despised their civilisation; he mocked at their 
institutions and made them look ridiculous, And this again explains 
why the English hated him above all the Fenians, They hated him 
as they hated Shane O'Neill, and as they hated Parnell; but more, 
For the same “crime” against English law as his associates he was 
sentenced to a more terrible penalty; and they pursued him into his 
prison and tried to break his spirit by mean and petty cruelty, He 
stood up to them and fought them; he made their whole penal system 
odious and despicable in the eyes of Europe and America. So the 
English found Rossa in prison a more terrible foe than Rossa at 
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large; and they were glad at last when they had to let him go. 
Without any literary pretensions, his story of his prison life remains 
one of the sombre epics of the earthly inferno, 

O'Donovan Rossa was not intellectually broad, but he had great 
intellectual intensity. His mind was like a hot flame. It seared 
and burned what was base and mean; it bored its way through false- 
hoods and conventions; it shot upward, unerringly, to truth and 
principle, And this man had one of the toughest and most stubborn 
souls that have ever been. No man, no government could either 
break or bend him. Literally he was incapable of compromise. He 
could not even parley with compromisers, Nay, he could not act, 
even for the furtherance of objects held in common, with those who 
did not avow all his objects. It was characteristic of him that he 
refused to associate himself with the “new departure” by which John 
Devoy threw the support of the Fenians into the land struggle behind 
Parnell and Davitt; even though the Fenians compromised nothing 
and even though their support were to mean (and did mean) the 
winning of the land war. Parnell and Davitt he distrusted; Home 
Rulers he always regarded as either foolish or dishonest. He knew 
only one way. and suspected all those who thought there might be 
two, 

And while Rossa was thus unbending, unbending to the point of 
impracticability, there was no acerbity in his nature. He was full of 
a kindly Gaelic glee. The olden life of Munster, in which the 
Seanchaidhe told tales in the firelight and songs were made at the 
autumn harvesting and at the winter spinning, was very dear to him. 
He saw that life crushed out, or nearly crushed out, in squalor and 
famine during ’47 and '48; but it always lived in his heart. In 
English prisons and in American cities he remembered the humour 
and the lore of Carbery. He jested when he was before his judges. 
He jested when he was tortured by his }айотз. Sometimes he startled 
the silence of the prison corridors by laughing aloud and by singing 
Trish songs in his cell. They thought he was going mad, but he 
was only trying to keep himself sane. . , . And now that valiant 
soldier of Ireland is dead; that unconquered spirit is free, 


LOVE AND НАТЕ, 


t is not that we are apostles of hate. Who like us has carried 
C s word of charity about the world? But the Christ that said, 
‘I bring not peace, but a sword! There can be no peace between 
right and wrong, between truth and falsehood, between justice and 
oppression, between freedom and tyranny. Between them it is eternal 
war, until the wrong is righted, until the true thing is established, 
until justice is accomplished, until freedom is won.”—Padraig Pearse. 
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A MEMORY OF CASEMENT 


By MARY O'DONNELL, 


T will be remembered that Ruairi Mac Easmuin, or 
Roger Casement, as he is commonly called, was received 
into the Catholic Church before he gave his life for 
Ireland on August 3rd, 1916. The Sacrament of Confirma- 
tion was refused to him, and when he was dead the mud- 
throwers of the British Government, true to type, set out 
to defame his character, as they had tried to defame many 
another martyr for Ireland, 

From a convent in South America a letter has come to 
the writer in which light is thrown on the fine character 
and reverent mind of this great and noble lrishman. It 
js a long letter from an exile who loves the real Ireland— 
the Ireland of our hopes and dreams—with a warm and 
abiding love, and who reveres the memory of all who 
sacrificed themselves for her freedom, “ Have I ever told 
you,” the writer of the letter says, “that some of our 
nuns had the privilege of meeting Roger Casement when 
he visited Barbados many years ago! He was suffering 
at the time from a severe pain in his ear, and one of the 
nuns gave him a Sacred Heart Badge and a wee medal of 
Our Lady, suggesting to him that he should pray for relief 
from the pain, He wrote to thank her, and said he was wear- 
ing the badge and medal and saying prayers every day 
to the Mother of God. On his return to Ireland he sent 


SS 


the nuns a beautiful, large, white Celtic cross, which they o 
have kept as a precious treasure. Qe 
“The nun who had the honour of knowing him best om 


often told me about Ruairí of the Gael, She said he was 
a true gentleman and a true patriot. . . . A few of the 
nuns here were praying ceaselessly for him when the 
news came of his capture and imprisonment. A holy old 
nun who was an invalid, and who died soon after Roger 
Casement's execution, was constantly pleading with Our 
Lord for him, when she was told his sad, but glorious, 
story, We simply could not keep him out of our thoughts 
and prayers at the time of his death, We did not know, 
of course, until afterwards that he had become a Catholic. 
May his noble soul rest in peace!” 

Amen, a Thighearna, and the noble souls of all the known 
and unknown soldiers of the Gael who have gone through 
Ашы of death for the sake of their beloved Mother- 
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ON CAVE HILL 


By RUAIRI 0G. 


“1 remember, particularly, two days we passed on the Cave Hill, 
On the first, Russell, Neilson, Simms, McCracken and a Jew more 
of us, on the summit of MacArt’s Fort, took а solemn obligation 
which I think I may say I have, on my part, endeavoured to 
fulfi—never to desist in our efforts until we had subverted 
the authority of England over our country, and asserted her 
independence.” 
—THEOBALD WOLFE TONE. 


noble hill above the City of Belfast, above the Lough, above 
the broad fields of Antrim and Down where many a gallant 
fight was waged for the fulfilment of that vow made on a May day 
in 1795. We sense the presence of those deathless men and of all | 
the true hearts that have climbed the rough sides of Beann Madagain | 
since it became associated with the name of Tone, and we hear in 
the very breeze that sings an eternal song above its summit a 
whisper of hope and promise for the days to be. Up, up let us climb 
to the very topmost sod, from which we can view nearly all the 
battlefields of the North in '98; on which we can have a sense of 
freedom that no tyrant can take from us, and a realisation of the 
deathless quality of an unconquered Nation's desire for the joy of 
freedom. 

Here on this noble hill which will yet be called the cradle of 
Treland’s unity and freedom, Tone and his comrades, nearly one 
hundred and forty years ago, solemnly pledged themselves to the 
service of their people, consecrated their young and gallant lives 
to what seemed a forlorn hope, a lost cause. They were true to their 
vow. They made a good fight, they went down in what the world 
calls defeat, they were slandered by slaves in their day and have 
been slandered by slaves ever since, but in the hearts of the people 
for whom they lived and died—the common people of Ireland—a lamp 
of love for them has been lighted that will never be quenched. The 
names of their traducers and of the tyrants who killed them because 
they preached a gospel of love and tried to put it into practice, have 
passed into oblivion or are only remembered to be execrated by honest 


Tine words from the living past bring us in spirit to that 
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men, but the names of Tone and Russell and Emmet and 
Orr and Neilson and Hope and McCracken and all the other brave 
men who died that Ireland might live and breathe the air of freedom 
—they are honoured and loved by all who love the name of Ireland, 
by all who love the name of Freedom in every land on earth. 

If that inspired voice which once spoke on this hallowed spot, that 
eloquent voice which pleaded the cause of his country with the great 
ones of Europe—if the voice of Tone could speak to all of us to-day, 
what would its message be? Would it be a message of despondency, 
of defeat? No, because there was no despondency in the buoyant 
heart of Tone and he was of the gallant company that would never 
admit defeat. If he could speak to us and to all the thousands of 
our countrymen down there in the “loyal” City of Belfast—Catholie 
and Protestant, Unionist and Republican—he would say:— 

“This enslaved, unbeaten Ireland, this country of yours and mine, 
is one and indivisible, and its destiny is to be free. It has one 
enemy only in the whole world, and that enemy is British Imperialism, 
that will exploit you all for its own ends—if you will foolishly allow 
it—and then fling you on the scrap-heap when your day of usefulness 
as slaves is over. Be no longer willing or unwilling slaves. Work 
earnestly and persistently to break the connection with England, and 
if you do not succeed in breaking it entirely in your day, do not turn 
aside from the task with a wail of despair. Rest assured that your 
work, if it is earnest and unselfish, will make the chain weaker and 
the breaking of it easier for those who will come after you. Even 
though you may be hindered by slaves and weaklings and com- 
promisers and open enemies, do not lose heart. God never meant 
this land of yours and mine to be the slave of a Godless Empire, 
and in His own good time He will give to her men and women the 
vision and the determination and the courage to break their chains 
and march through the shadows into the dawn of Freedom’s day.” 


The breeze whispers and sings above Beann Madagain with hope 
in all its tones. The Union Jack floats tauntingly over Belfast Town, 
but in its shadow faithful hearts are throbbing, faithful minds are 
working under the inspiration of the deathless message of Tone. 


“THE WILL TO WIN.” 

“I am not bound to win, but I am bound to be true. I am not 
bound to sueceed, but I am bound to live by the light that I have. 
I must stand with anybody that stands right, stand with him while 
he is right and part with him when he goes wrong." 

—ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 


Б If Irishmen are ever to enjoy the rights of human beings, the 
British Empire must first perish."—John Mitchel. 
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THE BUILDING 


By ART 0 LAIGHIN. 


НЕ task before us is immense: to build a Republic beautiful in 
T form and strong enough to withstand the ravages of time. Can 

we in polities draw inspiration from the noble art of Architec- 
ture, and see how from rough stones and rugged timbers master 
builders raise a glorious pile? An idea is conceived, nebulous at 
first, but reducible to shape, and from it springs design. Guided by 
set principles of construction the architect's pencil moves: а pillar, 
an arch, а bastion glides into its proper place. Not а line by accident, 
not one but fulfils its purpose in a harmonious whole. See that grace- 
ful arch springing so lightly in the vaulted tower, each stone is on an 
equality with its fellow in beauty, but the central one must be the 
strongest since it is the key. Look at that flying buttress so slender 
that one fears it will fall by its own weight, and yet it must be able 
to correct the storm’s sidelong shear. And so with every portion of 
the structure the form and function are born together in the Artist's 
mind. Let us leave the Designer and join the Builder on the site. He 
is digging and delving, one would think, into the bowels of the 
earth, He stops; he is satisfied; he has reached solid earth, 
The building starts. Is the clay put back in the foundation trenches 
to serve as a support? No, it is left on one side to make flower beds 
and terraces; foundations to carry hundreds of tons of masonry must 
be made of the sternest stuff, It matters not that they will be 
concealed; unseen and unadmired they perform their work; without 
them the arch, the pillar, and the bastion could not flaunt their beauty 
against the sky, nor the marble staircase nor the panelled hall ring to 
the song of women or the tramp of men. Not a poor, miserable stone 
need feel jealous if it does not suit here, it is splendid and appreciated 
there. None so weak, none so ugly to be thrown away, Bonded with 
his brothers his allotted task is done. 

For the State we are striving to erect we are not waiting on a 
noble dsign, It is here. It has been with us for more than 150 years, 
Tone conceived it, struck out its main lines, and, like a master erafts- 
man of the middle ages, proceeded with his own hands to fashion it 
into shape. Not with cold stone was he to build, but with character 
hewn from pulsing human minds. Into the foundations with a lover's 
recklessness he threw part of his personality to support; into the 
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pinnacle another part to inspire. "The Emmets, the Mitchels, the 
Lalors, and thousands of others have followed since his day with their 
generous offerings of material and skill, elaborated his conception, 
filled in details or performed the unnoted task of being silently built 
in, Breaks and breaches have appeared in the structure, but there is 
never wanting a “stone” to take its fellow’s place; only sometimes in 
the hurry to repair and to push on the work the wisest selection of 
material is not made, An admirable keystone is buried in the wall; 
а plucky if puny “spawl” is asked to support an arch, No wonder 
collapses occur when pressure develops and the strongest of members 
resting on ones too weak for their position must fall down. 

We can learn volumes from a study of the Architect's art, We 
have the material; we have the design. With unremitting love and 
Work we can mould it to “our heart's desire," 
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1 N flaming fight when man his man is faeing, 
Eo | And down the line ten thousand madly cheer, 
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When through the veins the blood goes hotly racing, 
Then death forgotten loses all its fear, 
But let the strife through months of anguish lengthen, 
And all be silence save our lonely sigh, 
Be with us, God, our frightened souls to strengthen, 
‘Twas so MacSwiney taught us how to die, 


Oh, all too swift was Barry's sacred scaffold, 
And swift the guns their gifts to Plunkett sped, 
And hurried graves have often tyrants baffled, 
When Ireland calls to fame her patriot dead, 
But here was one who clung to death’s embraces, 
Who, drop by drop, let all his life go by; 
Dark Rosaleen, how queenly are thy graces! 
For thee he dared death's longest death to die. 


r All chains are chains, tho’ fashioned fair and golden, 
And Eire's race must never more be slaves, 
The hearts of heroes all our hearts embolden, 
To win our freedom or to dig our graves. 
Who nurtures now a spirit that is craven? 
Who fears to lift unshackled hands on high? 
Who will not tread the shining path to heaven? 
MacSwiney’s there, who taught us how to die, 
w FRANCIS P. DONNELLY, S.J. @ 
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THE TASK OF PEARSE 


By AN SPAILPIN FANACH. 


EARSE'S task was nothing less than the reversal of a doom 
P spoken by the British Empire, admitted by the world, and half 

admitted by the slumbering consciousness of Treland—the doom 
of the Irish State. He had to “blot out the handwriting which was 
against us.” And the satisfaction could not be complete unless the 
minor dooms were reversed as well as the major one. The language 
and traditions must be restored as well as national freedom. “Not 
free merely, but Gaelic as well; not Gaelic merely, but free as well." 
Successful Irish materialists were holding that the Irish language 
was barbarous and impracticable, that Irish insurrections were а 
series of “dishonourable fantasies.” Pearse's apostolate must and 
did challenge them there. 

Faith in God, and confidence of a divine mission to liberate Ireland, 
were essential, Pearse wrote that “God spoke to Ireland through 
Tone, and through those who after Tone, maintained his teaching.” 
‘And he must have believed that God spoke to Ireland through Padraic 
Pearse. Belief in the freedom of Ireland was then a genuine act of faith, 
“the substance of things to be hoped for, the evidence of things that 
appear not.” And only the help of God could have kept that faith alive 
since 1690. Those who did battle for it had indeed the souls of prophets, 
who “died according to faith, not having received the promises, but 
beholding them afar off, and saluting them, and confessing that they 
are pilgrims and strangers on the earth.” The faith was a simple 
one, as accessible to the lowly as to scholars and leaders, And the 
lowly who did works according to it had souls more precious than 
those of the scholars or leaders who folded their arms to contemplate 
the past or forecast the future. . . . 

The elementary creed of Nationality is almost a commonplace in 
nations that are free, The man in the street can shout it aloud 
there, can even ba a Chauvinist with impunity in the expression of 
it. He may never be put to the test of personal danger. But in 
Treland the creed was persecuted incessantly, and only stern and 
loyal souls could keep it strong in the hearts of men from generation 
to generation, For them, besides the ordinary belief and practice, 
a code of asceticism was needed. How otherwise could they endure 
the constant attacks of enemies and friends, whether in, derision or 
anger? How else could they face the thought of years of suffering, 
of final sacrifice? Without the sacrifice of the few, the faith of the 
millions would die. 
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The eant of modern politics about democracy and majority rule 
could not save it from that fate, no more than the cant of the days 
of monarchy. For it is based primarily on devotion to the State 
through easy or bitter destiny, to the State apart from the forms 
of election of its rulers, It is true that the Irish people have never 
abandoned their dream of an independent Irish State, but they also 
know full well that the dream would never hava lasted, had, it not 
been made vivid from age to age by the death of the brave. Pearse 
believed in the people, in the Sovereign People—for that was his 
concept of the State. But he knew that the people's faith in their 
own Sovereignty could not last through a long era of slavery, unless 
the best bore constant witness to it by suffering and death. The 
National faith of the people was safe because that faith had led 
its most loyal sons to martyrdom in every age. But the faith and 
the martyrdom were inseparably joined, were in a sense both the 
cause and the effect of each other. Let there be no mistake about 
it; it is the prison, the scaffold and the firing squad that have kept 
Ireland true to the tradition of freedom. It is not the ballot-box. 

For Pearse, the only lives and deeds worth recording in Irish 
history were those(of the faithful few who worked in weariness and 
suffering to establish once more the proscribed Irish State. Such 
leadership is not for jobbing politicians, but for men with the souls 
of heroes and prophets, The personal matter of life or death must 
be for them of trivial moment, in comparison to preaching and work- 
ing for the National faith. ‘They have to atone for the backslidings 
of the people and their political chiefs, Pearse felt, among other 
things, when he went into battle on Easter Monday, 1916, that he 
and his little band were wiping out two disgraces of Dublin Town— 
the disgrace of standing idly by while Emmet was killed, the disgrace 
of standing idly by while Mitchel was transported. . . . , 

Pearse grew to maturity in an Ireland that had sunk very low, 
an Ireland that was not conscious of its degradation, an Ireland in 
which the mystery of evil was on the point of consummation, “The 
failure of the last' generation," was one of his most terrible phrases. 
Between 1890 and 1912 the bulk of the people themselves, half bought 
by a little ease and comfort, half owevawed by the might 
of England and their own insignificance, had all but forgotten 
the essential rights of the Irish State, for which every generation 
before them had undertaken the folorn and sacred struggle. Pearse's 
task was to teach that destiny comes to nations as to men; that they 
must not accept it with fatalistic indolence; that they must challenge 
it and mould it; that they must challenge it especially if 
it seems to point towards national death; that only then 
does their fortune or failure assume an aspect of grandeur; and that 
without that challenge, they are worthy only to be spat upon by the 
Macaulays of History. 
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CATHAL BRUGHA 


By AUSTIN STACK. 


[In the April (1929) issue of “ Irish Freedom" Austin Stack penned what was 
probably his last contribution to the Press in the form of personal reminiscences of 
Cathal Brugha. His article has an added touch of sorrowful interest now that its 
author has gone to join the unconquerable Cathal and the myriad hosts who gave their 
lives for Ireland's independence.] 


THINK that Cathal Brugha, whom I regard as one of the greatest 
[ figures amongst all those who have been connected with the fight 
for freedom, is not sufficiently known to the Irish people. 

‘That he is certain to be appreciated at his full worth by the genera- 
tions to come, I have no doubt, But those of us who knew him well, 
owe a duty to his memory, and in writing and speaking of at least 
part of Cathal's greatness we do something towards the fulfilment 
of that duty. 

It is twenty years since I first met Cathal, He was then a Separatist 
—in other words, an Irish Nationalist in its true sense, Our common 
point was Irish Nationality—Irish Republicanism. His duties in con- 
nection with business took him all over Ireland, and here and there, 
wherever he could, he helped to sow the seed of the tree of Liberty 
in his spare time. 

Another bond between us was his love for athletics. In his early 
life Cathal had been a fine athlete—one of Ireland’s champion 
gymnastic team, in fact. Rather low in stature he would be deemed, 
but I do not believe I have ever seen a man more perfectly propor- 
tioned. His movement was grace itself, and behind this was wonder- 
ful strength and power. This was apparent particularly in the sea, 
where he was perfectly at home swimming and diving. He took 
interest in hurling and Gaelic football and had great expectations 
from the youth of the G.A.A. 

But the Gaelic League was, he believed, a greater source of good, 
and he worked hard for it, and made himself a fluent Irish speaker, 

Then came the Irish Volunteers, into which he threw himself heart 
and soul. He made himself master of the soldier's trade in every 
grade and department possible, and prior to the 1916 Rising he had 
the task of marking the positions for occupation on Easter Sunday. 
All the plans were in his hands, And then in Easter Week we find 
him fighting under Eamonn Ceannt at the South Dublin Union, 

There is a thrilling tale told of his holding a position there by 
himself after the party in occupation under him had been ordered 
to retire, One of his comrades whom I met in Lewes Prison, late in 
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1916, asked me as his first question, “ What about Cathal Brugha?” 
I was able to tell him that, when I was leaving Dublin, Cathal was 
still in hospital, but recovering from his wounds, This fellow-prisoner 
then told me the story, All those who were occupying the untenable 
position under Cathal had retired according to orders, and they 
thought that Cathal was coming also. But later, firing was heard 
from the place, as if opposition was still being offered to the advanc- 
ing foe, The firing ceased after a while, and some of them returned 
and found Cathal lying wounded, but still with his “ Peter the Painter " 
in his hand and calling upon the enemy to “ come on.” 

Several English soldiers were lying about, dead and wounded. 
Cathal was weak from loss of blood and almost unconscious. His 
comrades took him into the Union Hospital, where he received atten- 
tion. It was found that he had eight or nine bullet wounds. The 
hospital authorities did what they could for him in the way of surgical 
treatment, He was entered on the books as an ordinary patient, and 
his comrades, when they surrendered a few days later, had hope that 
Cathal would not alone recover from his wounds, but remain undis- 
covered by the enemy, The latter hope was not realised, but Cathal 
was spared to do great work for Ireland in the years which followed. 
And then he gave that pure life of his for the self-same Cause. 

He was slaughtered by mercenary soldiers acting on the orders of 
men whom he had befriended, to whom he had been a loyal friend and 
comrade, and he went to his death with the ery of “No Surrender!” 
on his lips. He will never be forgotten in Ireland. His slayers will. 


THE FEW 
НЕ easy roads are crowded, 
T And the level roads are jammed, 
The pleasant little rivers 
With the drifting folks are crammed; 
But off yonder, where it's rocky, 
Where you get a better view, 
You will find the ranks are thinning 
And the travellers are few. 


Where the going's smooth and pleasant 
You will always find the throng, 
For the many—more’s the pity!— 
Seem to like to drift along; 
But the steeps that call for courage, 
And the task that’s hard to do, 
In the end result in victory 
For the never-wavering few, 
Е. А, G 
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THE TEACHING OF HISTORY 
By WILLIAM ROONEY, 


НЕ education of the young along definite national lines was an 

essential factor in the progress towards complete independence, 

upon which William Rooney insisted, in almost every essay and 
article he wrote. He asserted, with truth, that even under the British 
system the school teacher could, if he wished, make his pupils 
acquainted with the true history of Ireland. “The teacher,” he wrote, 
thirty-five years ago, “can do good by many means, provided he knows 
Trish history, which, it is greatly to be feared, most of them do not. 
But if he be filled with the new idea he will not be above learning, 
and every day will provide the means of serving the country. The 
map of Ireland will give him scope for his enthusiasm. He will show 
his pupils Teamhair, Tailte, Eamhain Macha, Cruachain and Aileach, 
Caiseal and Ceann Coradh, and tell them of the valiant heroes and 
the lovely women who lived and loved within them. He will show 
them the Bay of Dublin, and trace for them the place where Brian’s 
army lay on that great day whose night set for ever on the power 
of the Lochlannach in Eirinn, He will point out the road taken by 
the soldiers of Richard the vain-glorious, and tell them how Art 
MacMurchadha hung upon their flanks till he redeemed his lost name. 
He will show them the Dún by which sleep Pádraig, Brighid, and Colm 
Cille, through whose streets swept one summer’s day, long, long ago, 
the linen-clad warriors of Brian O'Neill, the last Ard Ri of Eirinn. 
He will point out Dún Dealgan, and tell them of the great Cuchulainn, 
and of his pathetic fight at the Ford with his friend and comrade, 
Ferdia. He will show the plain of Breagha and Magh n-Ealta, the 
plain of the flocks beloved by Oisin, and, nestled in the ring of the 
Dublin hills, he will indicate for them Gleann a’ Smóil, the voices of 
whose thrushes lived for ever in the lays of the greatest of our bards. 
Close beside it he will show his pupils the mountains of Fiacha 
MacAodha 0 Broin, of the Clann Tuathail, and of brave Michael Dwyer. 
There in a corner of Armagh County, marked by cross-swords, he will 
show them the field of Béul an Atha Buidhe, and tell them of the 
day when the chivalry of England went down before the soldiers of 
the two Hughs, and the Red Hand blazed triumphant over Uladh. 
He will show them Beann Borb close by, and tell them of Ruaidhri 
0 Mordha, and Eoghan the son of Art, and stout Phelim, who kept the 
fire ablaze till the master soldier came. There, nestling beneath the 
shadows of Sliabh Comailte, called of the Saxons Keeper Hill, he will 
find for them Baile an Fhaoitigh, where Sarsfield’s horsemen captured 
the guns of William, and woke with them the echoes of a hundred 
hills. If he has read his Banim, he will tell them of the gallant 
Rapparee, Galloping O'Hogan, who led Sarsfield safely through the 
lines of the Saxons, and he will paint for them the day when the 
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Brandenburghers were sent heavenward from the roof of the Black 
Battery by the Shannon, He will show them the path of O'Sullivan's 
marvellous march from Beara to Breifne, find for them the spot where 
great Cathal Crobh-dhearg, Cathal Mér of the Wine Red Hand, waits 
the trumpet call. He will show them Castlebar and Ballina, and 
Killala, and tell them of gallant Father Conroy, and Ferdinand 
O'Donnell, and of the day when the soldiers of the Saxon fled from 
the bayonets of Humbert’s Frenchmen and the pikes of the Mayo 
mountaineers, He will show all the fields in Leinster sanctified by 
the blood of '98; and outside the town of Sallins he will endeavour 
to locate for them—we fear it is not marked on the map—the little 
churchyard of Bodenstown, where Tone, the unconquerable and untir- 
ing, rests, He will tell them, too, of the graves in Dublin City, and 
will whisper that these things were not, and these men lived not, in 
vain. It would be an unique lesson in Irish geography, yet we doubt 
not the boys, aye and the girls, too, of Ireland would listen with 
interest to such a lesson, and we can see eyes filling and little hands 
clenching as a sympathetic teacher tells of all these things, This 
course, possibly, might not recommend itself to an inspector, but 
Treland that recks not of red tape would not forget such teaching.” 

You can feel the burning enthusiasm of Rooney in every line of that 
magnificent plea and find yourself marvelling at the courage of the 
man who, standing almost alone, could use up his strength and energy 
and genius in an attempt that must many a time have seemed vain and 
futile, to rouse the old spirit and open men’s eyes to a true conception 
of things National, When Pearse and McSwiney and Tone and Davis 
and Mitchel and others wrote they did so in the midst of willing 
and enthusiastic comrades, with a rising tide of National feeling all 
about them and the bright lights of hope and promise on the road, 
They saw armed men to the right and to the left of them, and the 
signs of a successful fight for freedom on every hand, But poor Fear 
na Muinntire, the buoyant, the serious, the hopeful, the untiring, the 
noble of mind and courageous of heart, stood out by himself in the 
midst of warring factions, from the hearts of whom all high ideals 
and National sentiment seemed to have fled forever, and with the 
jeers of cynics and the moans of waverers and the curses of materialists 
assailing him, spoke the message of Ireland unconquered and saw far 
ahead—and yet not so far—the day when his teaching would be heeded, 
though he might be forgotten, the day when armed men would rise 
up in great hosts to pull down the power of the Sasanach and raise 
again in pride and strength and beauty the unbeaten historic Irish 
Nation. That day has not come yet. We have been near to it, but 
have let it recede from us; and it is only through the teachings of 
William Rooney and all who taught as he that we can come near to it 
again, 
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32 


COMMEMORATION 


(CLONARD, BELFAST, EASTER, 1932.) 


ARLY the young, shy sun had ceased 
E Its dance of joy on Easter morn, 
Veiling its shimmering gold behind 
Grey, sullen clouds forlorn. 
And the skies that should rose-tinted be 
Were sad as ever you'd wish to see, 


While out of the mists of drenching rain, 
Heavily pouring—a slanting stream, 

Dim spires and roofs, all gleaming wet, 
Rose shadowy as a dream. . . . 

But rain meant little and mist meant less 

When you tramped to Clonard’s loveliness, 


Glorious vision of gold and white, 
Fragrant blossoms, all wondrous fair. 
For a priest in gleaming vestments stood 
Before the Altar there, 
And the Mass we heard with love and pride 
Said—God be praised!—for the men who died. 


We thought of them as we bowed our heads 
(An Easter lily pinned o'er our breast) 

How they bravely fought and they bravely fell, 
And we prayed God give them rest, 

Tho' well we knew in our sorrowing 

That their souls were safe with the Risen King. 


Sweet the bell of the silver tone, 
Reverent, deep the hush that fell! 

For Christ, the Captain, was come; and all 
Henceforward would be well. 

But when we met at the Altar Rail 

We prayed that their Cause would never fail, , . . 


NORA NI CHATHAIN. 
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OLD MEN AND YOUNG MEN 


By OIGFHEAR. 


IHE crime of being young has often been thrown as a taunt 
Т at men who espouse some seemingly forlorn hope or champion 

some daring plan for the liberation of their country from the 
humiliation of subjection. It is a poor taunt and a cheap taunt, The 
flinging of it displays in the thrower a want of greatness, a dearth of 
sincerity, There can be wisdom in youth, as well as in age. Very 
frequently youth in its daring is wise, when age in its caution is 
foolish, If there is no other charge against a man than his youth, 
then he is blameless. 

Equally lamentable is the taunt which sometimes comes from 
ambitious and envious youth that a man is too old to be in any 
position of responsibility in a revolutionary movement. It is con- 
temptible and unchivalrous; it is mean and untrue, When the slogan 
of “the will to win” was raised a few years ago certain ambitious 
politicians who had yearnings for power and place suddenly discovered 
a great many “ fossils” in the Republican Movement. They gathered 
groups of trusty henchmen around them and raised a loud ery for the 
elimination of the old, worn-out fogies who had not the vision and the 
wisdom to compromise, to break a solemn oath of allegiance they had 
taken in all earnestness and reverence, meaning to keep it to the very 
end of their days. That oath and the men who kept it were serious 
stumbling blocks to the vaulting ambition of the young and adaptable 
politicians, so there was a demand for their removal on the grounds 
that they were in the way of national progress, that their ideas were 
antiquated, that they had not “ the will to win "—a place in a puppet 
parliament of the British Empire. 

In revolutionary circles to-day we hear this same complaint of the 
presence of old men and the view expressed that they should be rele- 
gated to obscurity, and their impossible attitude of no compromise 
with British Imperial institutions sneered at as something that goes 
with senile decay. Do those of my comrades who give expression to 
such opinions ever reflect at all, before they speak such arrant and 
despicable nonsense? Do they ever allow their thoughts to go back 
over the highways and byways of history and count for their own 
improvement the number of old men who were true and young 
men who were false to the ideals which all of them had vowed to 
serve? They will meet with some startling and steadying revelations 
on those beaten roads, and if they are sincere in their quest for 
knowledge they will come back from the journey of seeking deter- 
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mined that never again shall the cheap taunt cross their lips or find 
shelter in their minds that any man who has not grown weary of the 
struggle and tired of belonging to a faithful, unbought minority, is 
too old to occupy a position of respect and trust and responsibility in 
the movement for the independence of Ireland, 

There are very few men who, when they pass middle age, would 
not prefer to retire into the quiet of peaceful ways and allow sturdier 
and more energetic and more youthful toilers to take upon themselves 
the heat and burden of the strife. Very, very few men of, say, sixty 
years of age are keenly ambitious for political power or anxious to 
hang on to the skirts of a movement for the questionable pleasure of 
being seen and heard. They have been through the mill and have 
come out disillusioned, They know what a chimerical thing is popular 
applause, and whatever pardonable ambitions may have been an in- 
centive to their youthful activities have long since been placed by them 
among the things of life that are not worth while, 

The man who surmounts temptation and beats down or endures 
hostility and persecution for the sake of a noble purpose and a brave 
ideal, and who remains true when the majority decide that he is a 
fool and a crank, is never too old to be in the forefront of a national 
struggle; in fact, he is never old. His heart and spirit are as young 
at sixty or seventy as at twenty or thirty, and he is entitled to as 
much respect as a veteran soldier who is resolved to die fighting rather 
than agree to a dishonourable surrender, Willie Neilson and Robert 
Holmes, William Philip Allen and O'Donovan Rossa, Kevin Barry and 
Tom Clarke should stand side by side in our thoughts, and receive 
from us an equal measure of homage and of love. And if we so 
regard them and so group them, those gallant fighters for liberty who 
did not speak of “the will to win,” but of the will to endure and to be 
true, we will never again say that a man is too old or too young to 
command respect from soldier or civilian workers for the full freedom 
of Ireland, 

There were old men who took their place in the firing line in 1916 
when young men stayed at home or ran away out of the country, 
‘There were old men who stood up to the English threat of “ immediate 
and terrible war” in 1921 and rejected with scorn the Treaty of 
Surrender when young men in the uniform of the Irish Volunteers 
raised a craven wail of defeat, and eight months later there were old 
men who joined up in the Army of the Republic when young soldiers 
became “ neutral I.R.A, men.” We young men have no taunt to fling 
that cannot be flung back at us. We should rise above such mean 
pettiness and, instead of adopting the attitude of the compromiser who 
wants an obstacle removed from the path of his selfishness, we should 
foster a spirit of trust and comradeship that will win to our side 
the eager and the young and keep in our ranks the old and the true. 
No man is too old to serve Ireland until he grows tired in her service. 
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THE MANCHESTER MARTYRS 


YE, stand them high on your gallows tree! 
A Where the noose of a hangman waits, 
And the ribald eries of your rabble rise 
Outside of their prison gates; 
Let them stand in the light of your murky skies 
So the nations of men may see 
How Ireland offers a sacrifice 
On the altars of liberty. 


The world has plenty of mouthéd wars 
And aims that the gods despise; 

Was ever a victory blessed by Mars 
Achieved by a braggart/s cries ?— 

No, The hero's blood and the bullet’s hum 
Are liberty's pangs of birth, 

And by these must be settled the awful sum 
Of tyranny's debt to earth, 


Then stand them high with their eyes to the light 
Those sons of a soldier race; 

Each strand of their halters mark their right 
To glory's innermost place; 

And their “God Save Ireland!" proudly hurled 
From the portals of death will fling 

Its echoes forever around the world 
While the soul of the Celt is king. 


This day will end at the setting of sun, 
But the fame of our noble Three 

Will live till the uttermost sands are run 
Of the Land that they died to free; 

The justice of God is lightning-shod, 
And tyrants pass in a day, 

But the martyr's blood and the hero's sword 
Will be saviours of men for aye. 


And not for the Land of their birth alone 

d Do they swing from your beams of shame, 

But for every struggle the world has known 
Tn Liberty's holy name; 

For the striving Right against ruthless Might, 
Wherever the bonds may bind, 

Young Allen, O’Brien, and Larkin die 
A ransom for all mankind. 
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EASTER, 1916 


By ERSKINE CHILDERS.* 


HE keynote of the whole glorious epoch is this: that these men 
Т һай a transcendent faith in the tradition of Irish independence 

and placed it above all else—not only above their own lives and 
happiness, but above the security and comfort of their generation, 
above the remedying of social evils, above every minor amelioration 
of the condition of the people they loved. On April 28th, 1916, Pearse 
wrote in a general order to his troops: 

“For my part, as to anything I have done in this, I am not afraid 
to face either the judgment of God or the judgment of posterity,” 

Those who came after Pearse have already judged him, and their 
Judgment has consisted in calling him the greatest of our dead. 

At this hour, when his spirit is present with us, some to whom he 
looked to complete his work, some to whom he handed the torch he 
had kindled at the fires of the nation’s soul are fearful and would 
quench it. We pray that the retelling of the greatest act of his life 
may bring to all those courage and a renewal of that hope which 
never died in him. It was his faith which sustained him in fulfilling 
the awful mission to which he felt himself to be divinely appointed. 
He lived not for the Ireland of his day, but for the Ireland of all time, 
He was saddened by the want and suffering he saw about him, but he 
knew that there was no lasting remedy for these evils other than the 
rescuing of Ireland from every vestige of British authority, He had 
in his day been one of those who hoped to gain strength for his nation 
from the little compromises. But as his mind and character matured 
he learned that this was the false way, which could lead only to 
bitterness and sorrow for his people, 

He, who more than any other Irish leader was truly a democrat, 
realised that there are moments in history when a nation’s greatness 
can only be preserved by a few men acting boldly in its name without 
consulting its will. So it was that he came to oppose the majority 
of General Headquarters of the Irish Volunteers, ignore the recorded 
will of an apathetic electorate, and, openly and fearlessly assuming 
the réle of dictator, throw the nation into war. Who amongst us 
to-day will say that he was wrong or deny that his act galvanised 
this people into a new and richer life? 

Six years after he and his comrades gloriously fell, the nation 
whose name was to him the sweetest of all names is once more torn 
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with doubt and dissension, racked with the desire of material comfort, 
sickened with the fear of war. It is that hour when men seek for 
false phrases in which to hide their frailty. Men who do not under- 
stand assert that Pearse and his comrades would have accepted the 
overthrow of Ireland’s independence in return for wealth and peace 
as a vassal state, They do not know his philosophy or the motives 
of the men whom he inspired and led. They are blind to to-day's fulfil- 
ment of the terrible prophecy of Pearse, that when Ireland foregoes 
her rightful heritage she earns nothing but the tragic turmoil which 
now surrounds us and the bitterness between brothers which robs 
even the material gains of compromise of their worth. If the Trish 
people would but learn what this man has taught they would know 
that one thing alone can bring comfort and prosperity to their father- 
land, and that one thing is fealty to the spiritual tradition of the 
Gaelic Nation as expressed for us to-day in the living Republic. 


A NATIONAL NEED 
By EAMON A’ CHNUIC. 


AR back in the dawn of Greek history Athens, being at war, 
F sent to Sparta for help, The Spartans, in a spirit of mockery 

and evasion, gave not troops, but one man, and that one a 
cripple, the schoolmaster, Tyrtaeus. But Tyrtaeus was a poet. He 
poured out such an amazing torrent of fiery and stirring songs that 
the enthusiasm of the Athenians rose to a white heat. In this mood 
they were irresistible. The astonished Spartans found that in their 
lame poet they had given aid more powerful than a legion. 

In this simple tale lies a profound truth, Man is moved to action 
by emotion far more potently than by reason. Relentless logic may 
produce conviction, when action means toil, trouble, danger, and often 
death, Passion is the great mover. It is a drunkenness of the soul 
which sends men to wars, high achievements, perilous undertakings, 
martyrdom. Through it cowards become as heroes and brave men 
demigods, 

The gateway to the emotion is art, more particularly literature and 
music, So fiercely could the strains of the bagpipes rouse the battle- 
ardour of the Gael that their English enemies banned the instrument 
and ruthlessly suppressed it, Napoleon's bulletins could stir his 
veterans to passionate frenzy, 

The ballads of Dr, Drennan and Tone’s pamphlets and manifestoes 
hugely swelled the ranks of the United Irishmen. To the poets of 
the “ Nation,” the stern vehemence of Mitchel, the flashing rhetoric of 
Lalor and Meagher’s eloquence, Young Ireland owed its influence, and 


(Turn to p. 56) 
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FACING FACTS 
By W. F. P. STOCKLEY, 


N earnest-working friend of Ireland's in England, an English 
A priest, untiring in writing in the name of justice (until he has 

been, by his English bishop, forbidden to mention Ireland) 
was, he said, struck almost dumb himself by the follies of Irishmen: 
“T can well understand why our baser politicians sought to fool 
you, when England had resolved to have no more raids on Ireland; 
but in the name of common-sense” (he added) “ why did any of you 
Irish help our politicians to do that fooling?” 

Echo may well keep answering why; and for ever in Ireland. Why 
did they do it? 

An English General said to me in 1921 (before the truce) in 
London: “I get hundreds and hundreds of letters from officers in 
Ireland asking when this infernal business for us is going to stop; 
this raiding and murdering.” We are not to excuse them for going 
on with it. Only we are to offer here one more proof that the 
business was not to go on, that the English liked not the reputation 
they were getting, nor the injury to their trade in the English- 
speaking half-disgusted world. 

But our men gave in, at a blustering threat that the murdering 
and raiding would go on; they gave up what they held, and what 
England’s reputation (so to speak) was not going to allow her to 
tear from us by force; they gave up what they themselves had 
suffered or fought for; and they, and, alas! Ireland, have got their 
reward, * * * 

There were many such signs of the change of the wind our way. 
But we struck sail, and hauled down our flag. We have got what we 
deserved; and what all who do these things must expect. There's a 
rough justice in this old weather-beaten world. Many of our crew 
may have got their sea legs again. Only there need be no expecting 
soon to break the boom. 

Too much facing of facts as they are, we cannot have. Things are 
what they are—men cannot too often repeat—and their consequences 
will be what they will be; why, then, should we wish to be deceived? 
It is moon-chasing to look for settled weather in Ireland, ignoring 
Treland’s past, and her strange, irresistible efforts to be herself, and 
against becoming like a Stuart-defeated imperialist Scotland. It is 
gazing at the changing moon, not to look at that unchanging Ireland. 
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‘As sure as the past has seen the movements, the uprisings, the efforts 
| of O'Neills, and of Wolfe Tones and of Pearses, the future will see 
such. 
‘And no less is it moon-chasing, as we repeat, to try to fix a steady 
| working machine on a basis of all the wobbling shams we have here 
recalled; oaths to Ireland, oaths to England, explaining away one, 
and muffling up the other; calling yourself independent, and strutting 
like a Free State jackdaw in borrowed Republican plumes; blowing 
and jawing in Ireland, while winking over at sneering England; 
perhaps an honester England, if a Pharisee is honester than a fool. 

The natural state of man is not war; man does live in hate. Men 
live by admiration, hope and love. It is a pitiful untruth to say, 
and it i$ a folly of disbelief to think, that this is not God's world, 
but the devil's; and that men are not moved, in ideals and also in 
practice, by any goodness. 

‘Think of the words used to drive young men into the late European 
War. What was put before them, but right of small nations, and 
protection of the weak? And young men believed, thousands, 
millions of them believed. You could not get your full quota of 
| cannon-fodder, if you told men they were to risk life for mere tortur- 
| ing of others and seizing more of their land and more of their oil 

wells, 

There may be, there are, men ruling in the world who are bad, 
| who are therefore mad, But they rise and fall; and their rule 15 
unstable because their fellow men hope for better than they. In the 
wildest efforts of men to bring about changes there is the noble 
germ of discontent with things as they are, even if there is a dis- 
tracted grasping at some perfect world which we on earth shall 
never see, It is a changing world, however, and we are changing 
in it, And chances rise up. And the chance is for the man who is 
prepared, who is ready, who knows what he is about. 

It isa hard world, often; but, to repeat, it is not always a wholly 
unjust world, We plead our ancient rights in vain, unless we are 
strong enough to assert them. The English General already quoted 
—do you know what his last word to me was in 1921, before the 
truce?; “You will never get anything in Ireland, except by doing what 
your young men are doing now.” 

He knew his England. And not his worser England only. Even 
England could respect even Ireland then; and respecting her, she 
would really be led—forced in a way, if you like—to meet her as an 
equal. The spirit that was shown in Ireland then, is the only spirit 
that will make the weather change the way we wish, and the only 
spirit that has a right to make it change, And that spirit can be 
shown in peace as in war. 

Knuckling down to England, taking her bribes, listening to her 
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contemptuous deceiving—'tis then we are contemptible; and "tis then 
we get contempt; and "tis then we deserve it. There are plenty of 
people, in England even, to reckon with a brave foe, if not to admire 
him. 

The brave man is the practical man. And it is he who will bend 
the world to hi$ side, One brave man! He is worth a pack of the 
“ practicals "; the money-makers who leave most of us poorer; the 
selfish who would make sure of their own souls, and specially of their 
bodies; the lowerers of moral currency; the breeders of useless 
cynics, 

"ose who shrug their shamming shoulders about their own 
country, who are slavish to all the rest of the world, who snigger 
at our failings, and are unashamed of other countries' vices; these 
Trishmen without soul, and vithout faith and with no hope, will never 
settle Ireland, as even any part of this poor earth can be settled. 

"They are up against the storms of freedom, which will blow with 
all the more fury in Ireland, the longer the land of Irishmen is made 
an exception to every right that is granted again and again to other 
nations, 

Granted to these others; and why? Because enough men were 
found to demand, to fight, to pray. Because fewer were found ready 
to be blown about by the every wind of false, fearsome doctrine, 
Because there were sound men, stern men, strong men, to stand 
against the foolish fellows and the weak who would but smile and 
simper at shams, and salaam to tyrants in the passing show. 


Che Wolfe Tone Annual 


A WORD FROM THE EDITOR. 


HE “Wolfe Tone Annual” was published for the first time in 
ЇЇ 1982. It received a reception which removed all doubt of the 
success of future issues, 

Our sincere thanks are accorded to all who have assisted in the 
production of the “Annual.” For the advertisers in this issue we 
gladly solicit the patronage of all our readers, The beautiful Art 
Supplement presented free with each copy of the “ Annual” for 1933 
has been made from a drawing by Mr. A. Devereux; and another 
Dublin artist, Micheál O Briain, who laid aside his pen to shoulder 
a gun in 1916, has made for us the wonderfully artistic cover design 
in Irish interlacing, 

Та these days of confused thinking and divided allegiances the 
“Wolfe Tone Annual” will remind young Ireland that there is but 
one National goal and one straight road by which it can be reached. 
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THE “FREEDOM” OF 1782 
WHAT TONE THOUGHT OF IT 


(Extract from the famous pamphlet, “An Argument on behalf of 
the Catholics of Ireland,” published September, 1791.) 


«є HAVE said that we have no National Government, Before the 
| year 1782 it was not pretended that we had, and it is at least 
a curious, if not a useful, speculation to examine how we stand 
in that regard now. And I have little dread of being confuted, when 
I assert that all we got by what we are pleased to dignify with the 
name of Revolution was simply the means of doing good according 
to law, without recurring to the great rule of nature, which is above 
all positive Statutes; whether we have done good or not, why we 
have omitted to do good is a serious question. The pride of the 
nation, the vanity of individuals concerned, the moderation of some 
honest men, the corruption of knaves, I know may be alarmed when 
I assert that the revolution of 1782 was the most bungling, imperfect 
business that ever threw ridicule on a lofty epithet, by assuming it 
unworthily. It is not pleasant to any Irishman to make such a con- 
cession, but it cannot be helped if truth will have it so. It is much 
better that we should know and feel our real state, than delude our- 
selves or be gulled by our enemies with praises which we do not 
deserve, or imaginary blessings which we do not enjoy, 

“T leave to the admirers of that era to vent flowing declamations 
on its theoretical advantages, and its visionary glories; it is a fine 
subject, and peculiarly flattering to my countrymen, many of whom 
were actors, and almost all spectators of it, Be mine the unpleasing 
task to strip it of its plumage and its tinsel, and show the naked 
figure, The operation will be severe, but if properly attended to may 
give us a strong and striking lesson of caution and of wisdom. 

“The Revolution of 1782 was a Revolution which enabled Irishmen 
to sell at a much higher price their honour, their integrity, and the 
interests of their country; it was a Revolution which, while at one 
stroke it doubled the value of every borough-monger in the kingdom 
left three-fourths of our countrymen slaves as it found them, and the 
government of Ireland in the base and wicked and contemptible hands 
of those who had spent their lives in degrading and plundering her; 
nay, some of whom had given their last vote decidedly, though hope- 
lessly, against this, our famous Revolution, Who of the veteran enemies 
of the country lost his place or his pension? Who was called forth 
to station or office from the ranks of opposition? Not one, The 
power remained in the hands of our enemies, again to be exerted for 
our ruin, with this difference, that formerly we had our distresses, 
our injuries, and our insults gratis at the hands of England; but now 
we pay very dearly to receive the same with aggravation, through 
the hands of Irishmen—yet this we boast of and call a Revolution!” 
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A HERITAGE FOR IRISH YOUTH 
By SEAMUS G. 0 CEALLAIGH. 

HE coming of June each year brings to our mind memories of 
T Tone. We go to his lonely grave at Bodenstown and renew our 

allegiance to the cause for which he suffered and worked and 
died. Thinking of Tone also brings memories of his followers—of 
those who have travelled the same hard road and suffered the penalty 
of an ignominious death in defence of the principles which Tone had 
implanted in the hearts of all true Irish men and women, boys and 
girls, 

Of those who followed Tone, and carried on his task of making 
Treland free and independent, many were boys and girls, who were 
fired with the enthusiasm of the great Gaelie Race, Many of them 
were just like the boys and girls of to-day, fond of a game of football, 
hurling, or camogie, as the case might be, They laughed and joked 
and led a happy life, but, at the same time, they thought of Hire, 
their mother, and steeped themselves in her history, culture, and 
language. The knowledge of these things bred in them a deep love 
for Ireland and made them long with an intense longing to set her 
free, Their national pride made them wish to see their country as 
good as any other nation on the earth. But they did more than wish 
tə see this happy state of affairs come about—they prepared for the 
day when they would take their part with all the other soldiers 
Ireland in the great struggle for independence. 

Now, they prepared in a very natural and sensible way. In order 
to free Ireland they knew that they must first be Irish, not merely 
in name, but in word and deed and action, They modelled their live 
on the great Irishmen and women of the past, on Cuchulain, B 
Boru, Owen Roe, Red Hugh, and all up along the ages until they 
came to the greatest leader of them all—Wolfe Tone, The git! 
resolved to be as faithful to Ireland as the boys, and they modelled 
their lives on those of Anne Devlin, Mary McCracken, and Betsy Grey, 
together with a host of other great Irishwomen, who had played their 
part in the heroic struggle against the English invader. 

The Irish language was not neglected by the boys and girls of the 
period just before 1916. They were proud of their mother tongue, 
and they did their utmost to acquire a knowledge of it and to speak 
it whenever possible. The ancient music of the Gael was their 
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favourite, and they realised its value, giving a wide berth to the 
music hall slush which was imported in order to sap their nationality 
and take them away from the service of Ireland, Irish games were 
popular amongst them, and the Soccer and Rugby fields knew not 
the presence of those boys and girls who in Easter Week, 1916, were 
not afraid to take their stand by the side of Ireland’s soldiers and 
face the rifles, machine guns, and artillery of an Empire. 

In every fight for Ireland's freedom young boys and girls have taken 
a prominent part. In '98 Willie Neilson was hanged by the British 
because he refused to betray his country, Young Bartholomew Teeling 
mounted the scaffold, holding his head erect and defiant, so that you, 
the boys and girls who would come after him, might be citizens of a 
free and happy Nation. Right down to 1916 the boys and girls of 
Treland played a big part in the fight for freedom, The boys of the 
Fianna Eireann, under their gallant Captains, Con Colbert and Seán 
Heuston, helped the Irish Volunteers in every possible way for years 
before the fight took place. In the landing of the rifles at Howth the 
Fianna, all boys, played as big a part as the Volunteers themselves, 
and when the actual fighting took place they went into the fight with 
as much courage and determination as the men. Their two Captains, 
Colbert and Heuston, were afterwards executed by the British 
Government for their part in the Rising, The young girls of Cumann 
na mBan also took part in that glorious fight and helped to lift their 
country from slavish degradation and give back to it its glorious 
heritage of freedom and nationhood, 

After 1916 came the Tan War, and in that war our boys and girls 
again played a heroic part, Kevin Barry, a lad of eighteen, shouldered 
his rifle to fight the enemies of the Republic. He was captured in 
North King Street, Dublin, and tortured in prison to make him betray 
his brave comrades, but he never flinched, and in the end he was 
murdered in Mountjoy Gaol. His last message to the boys and girls 
of Ireland was, “Hold fast; stick to the Republic.” During the so- 
called Civil War Robert Bonfield and a host of other Irish boys gave 
their lives so that Ireland might live, and Liam Mellows, who started 
to work for Ireland when he was only about fourteen years old, in 
the ranks of the Fianna, faced a “ Free State” firing squad in defence 
of Ireland's liberties on the Feast of the Immaculate Conception, 1922, 

Now, boys and girls of Ireland, you also have a duty to perform, a 
duty that has been handed on to you by the great and holy dead. By 
the martyrs who have shed their blood on the scaffold, on the field of 
battle, or in the lonely prison cell, at the call of the dawn, in the 
stillness of the midnight hour and in the heat of the noonday sun, 
bravely facing the foe, or in the shadows of twilight after their 
beloved cause had once again gone down in defeat, 

It is up to you to follow in the footsteps of the boys and girls who 
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have gone before you and who have written their names in the heart 
of Ireland. Model yourselves on Ireland’s great martyrs and not on 
the Hollywood film “stars” and the fantastic figures portrayed for 
you in the English periodicals for boys and girls which pour into this 
country week after week, Remember that high up in Heaven around 
the “Great White Throne” the dead who died for Ireland are praying 
to God for you, and that they expect you to live up to the traditions 
of your race. They expect that you will finish their unfinished task, 
and enthrone Eire as a model for the nations of the earth. In a word, 
they expect that you will strive to maintain the living Republic of 
Ireland, free, Gaelic, and indivisible, and work as Irish boys and girls 
should for complete independence, 


FAITH AND SERVICE 
By GRAINNE MHAOL, 


ERE all those who believe in the ideal of a free Ireland willing 
W to serve that cause, our task would be an easy one. For 

patriotism, like religion, is measured not in terms of faith 
alone, but in terms of service also. It is not enough to say, "I 
believe." We must also say—with truth—“T serve,” 

Faith is important. The fervour of faith sustains the strength of 
service, He whose faith is weak will never reach the end of the road. 
Knowledge is necessary to faith. We must know that in which we 
believe, 

What faith could be as intensive as that of Pearse? See how he 
staked all his mortal and immortal hopes on the truth and the efficacy 
of Tone’s teaching! Small wonder, then, that Pearse could gladly walk 
the martyrs’ road, 

What of Mellows' august faith? “They who die for Ireland need 
no prayer.” How few of us on the brink of death could make that 
declaration of faith! 

When faith of that enduring kind is translated into terms of service, 
that service is unsparing and unselfish, Who among us could give 
service such as Tone did, combating rebuff and repulse, seeking and 
striving for a way to Freedom? Or who, battered and bleeding, could 
shout above the rattle of the last volley, as Cathal Brugha did, “ No 
surrender ”? 

Faith will show us how to give service. That service may seem to 
be without reward and without thanks, Yet, there is always a reward, 
Truth triumphs and Liberty grows strong—is not that a reward? 
Toil is lessened and they who are heavily-burdened are eased: that is 
a reward. Intelligence ousts Ignorance, and Education points the road 
to Freedom—the final reward, 

Faith and Service achieve all things, 
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poet long ago. 

He didn't know the TARA that 
other people know, 

He didn’t know that TARA is 
Urney's towering crest— 
The conqueror of “just as 

good," the rival of the best, 


“TARA is food,” sings the 
rhymer of to-day ; 

TARA has come to sustain us 
and to stay; 

TARA’S garb is lovely and 
TARA’S heart is pure; 
Always mention TARA to be 

absolutely sure, 


lf you want the best of choco- 
lates take Urney every day; 

Tf you want the best of Urney, 
then “ TARA ” sweetly say. 

TARA’S made by Urney where 
the hills are looking down 


On all the folks who love them 
in dear old Dublin Town. 
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TELL THEM THE TRUTH 
By CAIT NI DHUIBHIR. 


« A ND Diarmuid, boy,” said one who was telling the story of 
Easter, 1916, by a certain fireside, T can think of no better 
wish for you than that when you are fifteen years of age you 

may be as courageous, as cool and as resourceful as the young 
boys of Na Fianna Eireann, who voluntarily went into that fight and 
dared everything, because of the love for Ireland that had flamed up 
їп their hearts, I saw them in the G.P.0.—boys who had been sent 
home from some of the other positions because they were deemed too 
young to be in such danger, and who had somehow or other made 
their way to us. I heard them pleading for a gun of any description 
and begging to be allowed to take their place with the men at the 
windows or on the roof or anywhere, only that they might have a 
chance of doing their share of the work. While such a spirit lives in 
the hearts of Ireland's boys the enemy may do his utmost, but his 
efforts to kill Irish Nationality will be as futile as they have ever 
been, With such a spirit in the land the struggle will go on until 
the dream of Ireland's martyrs is realised at last.” 

A great many brave deeds have been done in Ireland since that story 
was told, and the boys who heard it gave a good account of them- 
selves in the years that followed. They had been told the truth about 
Ireland, and that shining truth had flung its light along the path in 
front of them, and they had followed it without fear, knowing that 
some day the truth, and the truth alone, would set Ireland free, Great 
glory there has been, great victory, great rejoicing, great betrayal, 
great humiliation, great sadness, great disillusionment, and to-day 
the mists of confusion haye settled down upon the minds of the boys 
and girls of Ireland, as well as on the minds of her men and women. 
The truth has been pushed away into the background and the loud 
cries of expediency, compromise, and make-believe will not allow its 
voice to be heard. It is being hidden away from the children of 
Treland, and that, to my mind, is the greatest crime of our generation. 

| The majority of our people, led and counselled by men who, I have 
| no doubt, are well-intentioned and anxious to see this country free, 
| have stepped aside from the hard highway. They have entered the 


arena of party politics, they have accepted all the spurious, unlawful 
things that are England's alternative to Irish freedom, and are seeking 
to make of them a Sword of Light that, like the magic weapon of old, 
will hew the way to deliverance. How foolish and vain their hope is 
they will learn in time, but what a terrible amount of harm will have 
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been done by then! They will be brought rudely to their senses some 
day, but what of the children who are not being told the truth to-day 
by our speakers, our writers, our teachers? What an injustice is 
being done to them! What an inspiring treasure of truth is being 
hidden away from their gaze lest its knowledge might hinder the 
march to independence, via the British Empire and humiliation, ex- 
pedieney, compromise, and betrayal of the dead! 

Yes, indeed, betrayal of the dead. It is a hard thing to say, but it 
is true. Those who accept as the lawful government of the Twenty-six 
Counties comprising the monstrosity known as the “Trish Free State,” 
by that very acceptance brand as rebels, traitors, looters, and 
criminals the men who since 1921 have given their lives fighting 
against it. That is an indisputable truth, and it is one of the truths 
that to-day are being kept from the children of Ireland. We cannot 
honour those men as martyrs, as heroes, as unselfish patriots unless 
же believe and proclaim to the world that what they fought against 
was and is a usurpation, an unholy thing, a symbol of the overlordship 
of Empire, an evil to be disowned and hated, and to be got rid of at 
all costs. If we say it is not all this, but the right and lawful govern- 
ment of these Twenty-six Counties, we call the dead soldiers of the 
Republic liars, because they gave to it with their dying breath all 
those names I have called it, and more. They were liars and traitors, 
rebels and miscreants, or the thing known as the “ Irish Free State,” 
against which they fought, even unto death, is as evil as the Empire 
of which it is a part. One of these two statements is the truth; both 
cannot be. Which is being taught to-day to the children of Ireland? 

During the election campaign which took place in the Twenty-six 
Counties some months ago, enthusiastic writers in daily, weekly, and 
monthly papers, in the departments set specially apart for the young, 
set themselves deliberately to work up the enthusiasm of their youthful 
readers in a party struggle between two sections of politicians who 
by every means, honest and dishonest, were striving to secure 
supremacy in a partition assembly erected by corruption and fraud 
and force over the dead bodies of such men as Liam Mellows and 
Cathal Brugha! The children were led to believe that this party 
squabble, with its mud-slinging, its bribery, its planned and deliberate 
system of impersonation, was a continuation of the National struggle 
for independence made by the deathless soldiers of the Republic of 
Ireland. Can you think of any greater act of injustice against those 
young minds, generous, impressionable, seeking always for the truth? 

I am only a nonentity and my words will carry little weight, but I 
appeal to all the new and old Free Staters who have not yet been 
blinded by prejudice or power to the truth which they know exists, to 
teach that truth to the children, whether or not it clashes with party 
expediency or exposes the unsound position of those who accept the 
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“Trish Free State" as something lawful and worthy of respect. If 
you feel that you must work this Imperial Machine for a time, in the 
hope that it will evolve into something better, let the children know 
that it is no more than an Imperial Machine, that it is not even the 
beginning of the glorious and beautiful thing for which Con Colbert 
and Séan Heuston, Kevin Barry and Liam Mellows, and all their 
noble comrades gave their lives. ‘Tell the children to model their lives 
on the deathless martyrs of the Republic and not on any politician of 
to-day, no matter how high his motive, who has accepted, even for a 
year, England’s alternative to the Republic of Ireland, If it is your 
desire and your intention to come back some day to that Republic, 
and to make of it the strong and splendid and stainless structure of 
which its founders dreamed, will it not be a fine thing to be able to 
say that if for expediency sake, for what you considered the “ greatest 
good of the greatest number,” you were tempted to go into the ways 
of compromise for a while, you did not drag along with you the 
children who were seeking the highroad of National endeavour? Do 
not deceive them with party catch-cries. Do not try to make them 
believe that a parliament of Twenty-six Counties is Dáil Eireann. 
Do not ask them to regard this British Dominion, which is not a State, 
which is not Irish, and which is not Free, as the Irish Nation—the 
Republic of Ireland—for which men and women were proud to die, 
Be honest with them! Be kind to them! Tell them the truth! 


A NATIONAL NEED 
(Continued from page 38), 
the Fenians marched to the songs of “Leo” Casey and many another. 
Such a school there was in the Ireland of 1916, Where is it to-day? 
The volleys of Maxwell did more than sweep away the Provisional 
Government. They made Ireland inarticulate, 

To this lack of adequate literary expression is due the failure of 
Irish Republicanism to hold the service even of its own adherents; 
hence the prevailing apathy. 

Fire kindles fire, The outpourings of an impassioned spirit which 
has mastered self-expression are at least great literature, Directed to 
high ends, like the tearing down of a foul thing or the setting up of 
a noble, they are voleanic energy. “Poets,” said Shelley, “are the 
unacknowledged legislators of mankind,” 

To find these destined spirits, to waken them to the knowledge of 
their powers, and to stir them to action, these are crying needs, 
Somewhere they are resting, like the stones on Alpine heights that 
wait but a touch to become avalanches, Somewhere they wait, none 
the less powerful for that they are dormant now, A child may fire 
the powder, but who can stop the ball at the cannon's mouth? We 
must find them. 
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A MOTHER'S VIGIL 


(1916). 
By M. NI CHUINNEACHAIN. 


ENDER, calm and beautiful is the twilight hour when the dim, 

grey shadows of ebbing day chase the fiery steeds to their 

distant home behind the western hills. It is nature's hour for 
prayer, Amid the evening stillness may be heard the low, sweet 
chimes from the belfry tower, pealing forth their messages of faith 
and love, and gladdening with their blessed promises earth’s lonely 
wayfarers. Upon the evening breeze is borne the music of the bells, 
filling the air with reverent sounds as though angels’ wings were 
fluttering near. Heavenwards the silver tones are wafted until 
among the clouds they faintly die away, Calm, holy thoughts accom- 
pany this peaceful hour, shedding their fragrant beauty on the human 
heart, and opening up wide visions of a mystical world, wherein alone 
the longings of the soul shall be satisfied. 

Beyond the city’s voice a silence still prevails, broken only by 
the low twittering of the birds as they drowsily seek their leafy 
cover in the depths of the wooded glades. Along the wide, open road 
leading to the national cemetery, a black-robed figure slowly wends 
her way. Wrapped in a deep, prayerful mood, her thoughts far 
transcend this earthly life, and linger with the spirits of her heroic 
dead in their immortal home beyond the skies. Around the heart of 
the widowed mother, sorrow and suffering have wreathed their 
crown, but hope, bright, radiant, and like a beam wafted from on 
high, shines out in the pale, calm countenance, ennobling and 
strengthening her patient, faithful heart, and helping her to bear 
bravely her cross of woe. With quiet, noiseless steps she passes 
through the churchyard gates, and enters the city of the dead. 

Along the narrow path softly treads the silent mourner until she 
reaches the resting place of Rossa—that gallant heart which throbbed 
and suffered so much for Ireland's honour. In this quiet haven 
reserved by God, he sleeps tranquilly with the nation's other illus- 
trious sons. Side by side they lie, clasped close to the breast of the 
motherland they loved and served so well. Close by, the spirit of 
the Nation keeps vigil over their graves. Protectingly she hovers 
near them. Around them all, Eire draws her mantle of fresh, verdant 
shamrocks, fragrant with the dew resting lightly upon them. Over- 
head the rustling leaves continually breathe a low requiem in tender 
remembrance of their fate. Over the heart of the silent figure, 
kneeling mournfully in the shadows, comes a strange yearning. With 
sorrow she reflects on the fate of her own beloved sons lying in 
unknown graves with no kindly eyes to shed compassionate tears over 
the spot where they rest, Yet, they are not forgotten. Like the 
true mother that she is, Eire guards them well. To the lonely 
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watcher she whispers softly that their sacrifices have not been in 
vain, Their life blood shall rejuvenate and replenish the living 
spring of Ireland’s hopes and Ireland’s national aspirations, Sheltered 
within her loving arms they slumber peacefully, knowing well their 
memories and their deeds will be recorded for evermore in the hearts 
of the Irish race. And, in hallowed sod they yet shall sleep, where a 
grateful nation one day shall raise a lasting tribute to their memory. 

Deeper and darker the twilight shadows grow until gloom envelops 
the scene amid the tombs, As the lonely mother kneels in prayer 
sorrow's pang usurps the quiet peace within her breast. From her 
eyes tears flow unchecked—blest emblems of that unspeakable love 
which she lavished upon her gallant sons. Alone and undisturbed 
she keeps her sorrowful vigil, praying earnestly for the due transla- 
tion of their relics to consecrated ground, Upon the air, in low, 
hushed tones, fall the “Ave Marias” as she murmurs the sacred 
prayer of the Rosary, the blessed prayer that has always been the 
solace of afflicted Irish hearts, Like an arrow it shoots straight to 
the heavenly throne, where a pitying angel looks down upon her grief 
in silent sympathy and love. Into her troubled heart his voice gently 
steals, whispering to her to be brave and strong and crush the 
deadening effects of sorrow. No fears assail her now, for the 
struggle soon is over and peace wins the victory. In the heavens the 
stars arise, blessing and sanctifying the night and making all things 
holy, 

The darkness disperses, and the starbeams shine out in all their 
glory, shedding their tender radiance over that sacred scene, The 
depths of the mother’s heart are stirred as memory unfolds its leaves 
before her, For this precious gift of remembrance she utters a grate 
ful prayer, A tender smile radiates her countenance as the boyhood 
days of her dear ones return, Before her vision every incident of 
those early scenes is again depicted. Recalled once more are all the 
young, bright hopes destined to reach so rich fruition in later years. 
Between these noble brothers exist the closest bonds of intimaey 
and affection, which Death alone can sunder, Together they make 
their early vows to plan and work for Ireland's sake. With pride 
that noble mother watches their love in strength develop for the 
motherland. Once again she sees their faces all aglow with patriotism 
as they enthusiastically discuss the lives of those who fell for the 
nation’s glory. And now she ponders on their delight in listening 
to and learning everything connected with Ireland's past and present, 
Proudly she reflects on their one ambition, to devote the brilliant 
genius in their minds to the country’s cause, and if the motherland 
So wills it, bravely and unselfishly for her sake to die. Ah! no mean 
thought could ever for a moment find a resting place in the hearts 
of heroes so gifted. Love for Ireland, closely allied with the love 
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they bore their faith, characterised the actions of these noble two, 

and dominated every other feeling. With deepest gratitude Ireland 

thanks them, and in her name the Gaels salute their memories 
wherever they may roam, And at every fireside throughout the land, 

their story shall forever be the favourite theme of poet and 
seanchaidhe, For the cause of Irish nationality must always be | 
safeguarded with the sacrifices of the nation’s greatest patriots, 

Buti the lives so highly gifted and so nobly spent are now trans- 
ferred from this earthly bondage to be perfected in the higher life 
beyond. In the midst of her reflections a brilliant ray of light seems 
to burst around and enfold the bowed figure at the tombs. Two 
radiant forms clad in glittering robes suddenly appear in view and 
dazzle her with their presence. Longing glances they cast on their 
beloved mother ere they affectionately greet her. In the background 
Jooms the immortal spirit of the hero who has been their inspiration 
and is now their perpetual companion, They tell her of the wonderful 
beauty of their new home, and invite her spirit to wander there to 
gaze upon the happiness she is one day to share. Oh! happy is she 
now at this gracious and signal favour. Led through groves, per- 
petually bright with choicest flowers, she enters the Heavenly City 
where its beauty and the music of the angelic choirs fill her soul with 
rapturous bliss. Thrice happy blessed are all its countless citizens. 
Among them, highly placed, are Ireland’s sainted dead, cherishing 
still their old devotion for the motherland, and ever praying for the 
glorious destiny that one day awaits her, For one brief moment she 
sees how specially favoured are the children of the Gael. Stretching 
like strings of pearls from earth to heaven, the Rosaries from the 
hearts on Irish sod, are the happy means by which the Irish race 
ascend to gain their immortal heritage. 

Like a flash of light the vision passes and she finds herself alone. 
With new-born hope and courage she murmurs a final prayer for 
perseverance ere she rises from her vigil А bunch of shamrock 
leaves she gathers in remembrance before she silently steals away. 
And in this sacred ground where sleep the honoured dead, one day 
shall be interred these noble brothers’ remains, No sounds disturb 
the stillness around their present resting place save the night winds 
of heaven, crooning a low, sad dirge over their graves. The angel of 
peace has them safely in his keeping, Overhead the stars glimmer 
faintly, softly shedding tears over the young lives cut down in man 
hood's prime, But the grave is not cruel. From its depths spring 
seeds of hope and righteousness which find root in the heart of the 
nation, shooting up and spreading into branches bearing fruit а 
hundredfold. And to the musie of a people's heart-throbs Ireland 
marches to her destiny, keeping the memory of her gallant dead ever 
green in her heart, and the sweet refrain of Eire go bráth forever 
lingering in her ears. 
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RISE! my slumbering soul, arise! 
A And learn what yet remains for thee 
To dree or do! 
‘The signs are flaming in the skies; 
A struggling world would yet be free, 
And live anew, 
The earthquake hath not yet been born, 
‘That soon shall rock the lands around, 
Beneath their base. 
Immortal freedom’s thunder horn, 
‘As yet, yields but a doleful sound 
To Europe's race. 


ES 


Look round, my soul, and see and say 
If those about thee understand 
‘Their mission here; 
The will to smite—the power to slay— 
Abound in every heart—and hand 
Afar, anear, 
But, God! must yet the conquerors’ sword 
Pierce mind, as heart, in this proud year? 
Oh, dream it not! 
m It sounds a false, blaspheming word, 
Begot and born of moral fear— 
And ill-begot! 


septate 


Ба 


р To leave the world a name is nought, 
30 То leave а name for glorious deeds 
Ei And works of love— 


A name to waken lightning thought, 
And fire the soul of him who reads, 
‘This tells above. 
Napoleon sinks to-day before 
The unguilded shrine, the single soul 
Of Washington; 
Truth’s name, alone, shall man adore, 
Long as the waves of time shall roll 
Henceforward on! 


My countrymen! my words are weak, 
My health is gone, my soul is dark, 
My heart is chill 
Yet would I fain and fondly seek 
To see you borne in freedom’s bark 
O'er ocean still. 
Beseech your God, and bide your hour— 
He cannot, will not, long be dumb; 
Even now His tread 
Is heard o'er earth with coming power; 
And coming, trust me, it will соте, 
Else were He dead! 
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LOVE OF IRELAND 


LOVE the glens of Ireland, I love her glorious mountain- 
sides, 
I love each lake and river from the centre to the sea; 
Though some may pine for foreign climes, my heart is here 
in Ireland, 
Her beauty and her kindliness are good enough for me, 


Im learning Ireland's language and I speak it every time 
I can, 

I sing her songs and lilt her tunes and dance her dances, 
too; 

I read her books, I play her games, I eat the food she grows 
for me. 

Now amn't I her lover? Yet, there's something else I do. 


When I’ve tramped the hills of Ireland, her valleys and her 
city streets, 

When I've played upon her playing fields and bathed in 
her seas; 

When I've worked for her and planned for her and sung for 
her and danced for her, 

I sleep upon a Mattress made in Dublin by O Ds. 
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